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	1. Info

This is a work in progress

This was made by one hardcore Star TrekTM fan (me) and one hardcore HaloTM fan (my friend)

NOTE: This is completely a "what if" story. The "what if" scenario asks "what if the Federation, specifically Picard and his crew, were to encounter a divided Covenant where one faction is led by the Sangheili and the Jiralhanae lead the other. The source material solely comes from TNG and the Halo universe so anything else (and a few things from ST: TOS) is not involved.

The Covenant is divided into two factions: the Sangheili and the Jiralhanae. The Prophets of Truth and Mercy have gained some support from the other Prophets (San 'Shyuum) and have gone over to the Jiralhanae side, while the rest join the Sangheili. Other species have also divided and taken sides, such as the Unggoy, the Kig-Yar, and the Mgalekgolo. In short, it's been full blown civil war between the Covenant.

The Forerunner are not exactly what they are in the Halo universe. Here, we have made them an ancient, technologically advanced, and extinct race that the Covenant believes to be gods. The techs they find are, in the Covenant's beliefs, to be gifts from the gods and are to be used for a) religious conversion b) interstellar travel or c) war. In order to make the Covenant more threatening in the ST universe, there have been some modifications:

There is no Flood. The purpose of Halo rings that are found is shrouded in mystery, yet the knowledge of their power is documented.

The Covenant are able to understand each other species' language with no problems.

Slipspace is almost instantaneous to ensure quick and easy mobility that can outmaneuver the_ Enterprise-D_ and other Federation ships.

Though plasma is ineffective against thermal blasters, the concentration is higher and denser, packing a more powerful punch.

The main thing to look at is how the Federation reacts to the Covenant. Things like "take no prisoners" will be brought up constantly, as well as the process of glassing a planet. Furthermore, there will be casualties that would never happen in the show or movies (except those damn new movies. I only accept them because they are giving us an AU theme). Without further ado, enjoy!


	2. The Impure Truth

_Location unknown _

Sangheili Imperial Fleet Master Uzar 'Vadumee watched as his fleet glassed the unknown planet, flushing out the heretics and their Jiralhanae leaders. Sangheili Arbiter Thuul 'Putumee walked next to his brother.

"You're alive," Uzar said.

"Until we, the Chosen, have cleansed the Filth, I will continue to claim victory in battle," Thuul explained with little need. A former heretic, Thuul was shunned by the Council by speaking against the pro-Jiralhanae reforms, branded a heretic, and was "killed". Now Thuul spends his time combating the Jiralhanae separatists. Uzar nodded, understanding what the Arbiter was saying.

"How long has it been, my brother? How long since the Jiralhanae Rebellion began?" the fleet master asked. Staring at the burning planet, as though it were the only thing he has ever known, Arbiter Thuul 'Putumee could only say,

"Long enough," Uzar bowed his head and began to walk back to his chair. A Kig-Yar ensign clicked and croaked.

"Fleet Master, we have detected several Slipspace ruptures," the ensign reported. Uzar growled softly.

"They can never accept their defeats with honor. Alert all ships to engage the Jiralhanae reinforcements. Leave none alive, _take no prisoners_!"

* * *

><p>"The Sangheili scum have breached our shields and destroyed our engines! Fleet Master, we –" a holographic image of a Jiralhanae shipmaster flickered into nothing. Jiralhanae Fleet Master Sunquorto banged his fist as he watched his fleet crumble.<p>

"How did this happen? You assured us that they were outnumbered!" Sunquorto roared at the hologram of the Prophet of Regret, a supporter of the Sangheili.

"I lied. I told you what you wanted to hear, in order to lead you to your deaths. You should blame yourself for being mindless puppets," the Prophet explained. Sunquorto growled.

"The Ancients will condemn you for this, False One! The Sangheili will –"

"The Sangheili will be victorious over the Jiralhanae and no one will suspect that I lead them to their demise. My former brothers of Truth and Mercy are foolish to believe that the Jiralhanae can overcome the might of the Sangheili," the San 'Shyuum retorted. The projection died as the ship's interior broke into numerous explosions. Sunquorto barely had any time to yell out a curse.


	3. Unsuccessful First Contact

_Captain's log, Stardate 48000.3. We are approaching an area where scanners have detected what can only be described as subspace ruptures._

In the meeting room, Lieutenant Commander Data explained the bizarre readings he and Lieutenant Commander Geordi La Forge detected.

"And what you're saying Data is that this could be a form of warp technology?" First Officer William Riker asked, spectacle.

"We believe so, yes," Data replied. Will looked towards Captain Jean-Luc Picard, whose mind seemed elsewhere.

"We just want to study what's there. Nothing like this has been reported or documented," La Forge said. The two seemed eager for their arrival.

"Very well, but I don't want to stay too long, in case this…whatever poses a threat," Picard told his staff. They all stood up and left accordingly.

*/*/*/*

When the Enterprise exited warp, nothing could prepare for the images of carnage they saw. The space around the planet in front of them was littered with destroyed ships. The planet was filled with craters and the atmosphere was pitch black with smoke. It was as if a century old war had just ended.

"Shields up, red alert!" Riker yelled. Debris was everywhere in the Enterprise's path.

"Mr. Data, where are we?" Picard asked.

"This area of space has yet to be explored, Captain," was Data's response.

"Any idea on what happened here?" Riker asked.

"No, sir,"

"Captain, scanners show that we are surrounded by numerous unknown vessels. Scanners read at least thirty ships of similar size and one ship of…" Lieutenant Worf began to say but trail off.

"Mr. Worf?" Picard asked. Worf straightened himself, but was unable to disperse his surprised look.

"Sir, there is a ship that extends to at least forty kilometers,"

"Where?" Riker asked, equally surprised. A ship that massive would be impossible to miss.

"Above us," Worf reported. As if on cue, the ship slowly came into view. Riker looked to Picard.

"Do you suppose they caused all this?"

"Quite possible, Number One. Open a channel and see if they wish to talk," Captain Picard ordered.

"Aye, sir," Worf replied. A small bleep rang out. "They have accepted the channel, audio only,"

"I am Captain Jean-Luc Picard of the Federation. I ask of you your –" Picard begun, only to be interrupted by a several different series of grunts, growls, and roars. The language was difficult to follow, but two words were repeated several times: Sangheili and Jiralhanae.

*/*/*/*/*/*/*/*

"Fleet Master, we are receiving a communications request from the unknown ship that arrived. Orders?" the Kig-Yar ensign reported. Sitting on his commanders' chair, observing his fleet conclude their bombardment, Uzar told his crew to accept it. There was no hologram projecting. Uzar looked to the ensign.

"Audio only, Fleet Master," Uzar grunted. He disliked the idea of talking to an unknown life form. The audio was strange and whatever language the speaker was talking in, it was one that the Prophets had yet discovered. After hearing a few seconds of the babble, Uzar decided enough was enough.

"You have the honor of speaking to the Sangheili Fleet Master Uzar 'Vadumee. State your allegiance and purpose. Choose your words carefully, otherwise I will order your destruction and your ship will join the Jiralhanae," no answer. Sangheili Arbiter Thuul approached.

"They are probably allies of those that suffered from the Jiralhanae, brother. Perhaps a more lighter tone would be appropriate,"

"Don't tell me what to do, Arbiter! As a Sangheili Fleet Master, I am sworn to destroy all enemies of the Order!"

"As am I! But the Jiralhanae fleet has been destroyed and the survivors are being flushed out and executed on that planet, which could have sent for their allies to help them!"

"Our scanners detected no signal other than the Jiralhanae!" Uzar held a lot of respect for the Arbiter, but sometimes he felt that his brother was…too peaceful for a Sangheili.

"That does not mean we act like the Jiralhanae and destroy everything that we do not recognize! We must act as Sangheili and be patient!" Arbiter Thuul yelled. Uzar, beginning to understand the Arbiter's point, nodded his head.

"So what do you suggest we do? It is quite clear that communication is impossible,"

"I will notify the Hierarchs and request that they send the Oracle to act as our translator," the Arbiter said after some thought. Uzar nodded and gave an order to his fleet that they be on standby.


	4. Successful First Contact

**Since I've been working on it for a while, here's two chapters for your enjoyment!**

"They seem to have insufficient means to communicate, and furthermore, we have not seen what they look like," Thuul told the holograms of the three High Prophets of the pro-Sangheili council. Each were roughly the same age, all have been very supportive of the Sangheili, and were eager to wage war once the former Prophets of Truth and Mercy left to form the pro-Jiralhanae Order. The three San 'Shyuum looked at each other. The High Prophet of Regret, the leader of the pro-Sangheili Order spoke to the Arbiter.

"You request that we waste time talking with these newcomers rather than continue with the Holy War? Arbiter, I understand that you wish to ensure that all military focus is directed at the Jiralhanae, but this hardly seems, should we say, responsible of an Arbiter,"

"I understand Hierarch, but we just recently crushed a large group of the Jiralhanae, so I thought a little time to ensure we are not fighting two wars would be necessary,"

"Your point is noted and we will discuss the matter of sending the Oracle to assist in translations," the Prophet of Mercy told the Arbiter. Thuul bowed and the holograms flickered into nothing. An Unggoy approached the Arbiter slowly.

"What do you want, grunt?" Thuul asked.

"The Fleet Master wanted you to know that the attack forces are returning and that if the Hierarchs do not approve of your plan, a course for New High Charity will be imminent," the Unggoy began to cower. Thuul was amused at the foolishness of the Unggoy; they were never really that reliable on the frontlines.

"Very well. Tell the Fleet Master that I understand and have no objections to his decision," Thuul told the grunt. The Unggoy saluted and left, just as a transmission from New High Charity was established. Thuul bowed as the holograms of the High Prophets took form.

"The Council has accepted your request and the Oracle is on a course for your location. May the Ancients guide you, Arbiter," the projection of the Prophet of Regret said before dying out. Thuul stood up and began to return to the bridge.

*/*/*/*/*/*/*

On the bridge of the _Enterprise_, Captain Picard observed the numerous vessels in front of him. Several were small and existed the scorching planet. Life signs were reaching the thousands among the small ships, and once the last ship left the planet, scanners read no life of any kind.

"What could possibly drive such devastation?" Will Riker asked out loud. Commander Deanna Troi answered,

"I'm feeling a lot of hate and anger from them, who ever they are,"

"Anything else?" Picard asked.

"There's quite a large amount, Captain," Troi replied. Picard turned to Worf.

"How many life forms are on the largest vessel, Mr. Worf?"

"The scanner stopped at eight hundred thousand, sir," Riker looked at Picard.

"Eight hundred thousand? That's the population of a country,"

"Captain, scanners are picking up a sub-space anomaly, similar to the others that brought us here," Data informed.

"On screen," Captain Picard ordered. What they saw was intriguing. A wormhole-like shape, with a small ship slowly emerging from it. The event lasted for a minute, but nevertheless was interesting.

"Scanners show one life form aboard, sir," Worf told Picard.

"But how did it get here? And why?" Picard asked quietly.

*/*/*/*/*/*/*

"Welcome, Oracle," Thuul said to the Monitor 049 Abject Testament. The monitor floated to the bridge, towards the communicator.

"Initiate contact with them," 049 Abject Testament ordered. Uzar growled softly; he was the one who gave the orders. A channel was opened and the Monitor looked at the Arbiter.

"The High Prophets were quite conflicted with this decision,"

"I would expect them to," the channel was accepted and the strange creatures spoke in their unusual language.

"Identifying language. This language is located within the Database. Database records state that the origin of the language was strictly observational and was discontinued shortly after. Language identified as ENGLISH. The language is native to the planet EARTH, along with other languages,"

"One planet with several languages? That must get confusing," a Kig-Yar said, out of place. The Fleet Master growled, startling the Skirmisher-ranked Kig-Yar.

"Is this their home planet, Oracle?" Uzar asked, looking at the Arbiter.

"Negative, the coordinates do not match the database,"

"Then there is no reason to stay,"

"Wait, Brother. We can gain from this encounter. Oracle, I want you to translate what they said," Thuul told Abject. Uzar growled, agitated.

"Very well. What was said was, quote, 'I am Captain Jean-Luc Picard of the Federation Starship Enterprise. I request to know who is in charge and what your purpose of being here is,' end quote," the Sangheili were puzzled.

"What is a…kap-tan?" Uzar asked, struggling to pronounce the word.

"Obviously a rank with authority. How much authority is the true question." Thuul said. "Oracle, I want you to translate a message,"

"One moment, I will identify myself as the translator." Abject Testament said before turning to the hologram projector. "Greetings, I am 049 Abject Testament, current translator to the Sangheili Holy Order. I shall interpret any and all communications,"

"This is a waste of time, Arbiter," Uzar told Thuul, only to be ignored. Uzar didn't take that lightly.

"Oracle, ask them if they are willing to come together to discuss –" Thuul began before being interrupted by Uzar.

"Tell them that they are in the presence of Sangheili Fleet Master Uzar 'Vadumee. Let them know that I have little time to distract myself from the Holy War. Inform them that if they do not leave this area by the time the first of my ships begins its departure, they will be obliterated," Abject nodded, to an extent, and translated Uzar's message.

*/*/*/*/*/*/*

"Greetings, I am 049 Abject Testament, current translator to the Sangheili Holy Order. I shall interpret any and all communications," was the first thing said that didn't sound like a series of growls and grunts. Picard stood up and looked at Riker.

"They got a translator," Riker said.

"And 'they' are called Sangheili, apparently" Picard replied.

"He also said 'Holy Order', meaning that they are probably here for religious purposes," Troi added.

"Which means that the planet was perhaps not entirely favored in their religion," Picard observed. More growls were heard, spoken sharply and with ferocity.

"I will translate a message from the one who is in command of this fleet, quote 'You are in the presence of Sangheili Fleet Master Uzar 'Vadumee. I have little time to distract myself from the Holy War. If you do not leave this area by the time I the first of my ships begins its departure, they will be obliterated,' end quote," the seemingly mechanical voice told the bridge of the Enterprise.

"We mean you no harm, please explain to us what it is that you are doing here and what you want. We only wish to know what happened to this planet," Picard said, trying to prevent an attack. A moment of silence left the bridge uneasy. The silence was broken by a roar and growl.

"Captain, I just felt a surge of anger in one individual," Deanna told Picard.

"The 'fleet master' I bet," Riker assumed.

"The Fleet Master is displeased at your inquiry of this recent battle. He is offering you a chance to take back your insult. He is sending the current Arbiter, Thuul 'Putumee as the one who will discuss the situation and he prays that you realize your mistake and begs for forgiveness. Have your hangar bay open for a transport. I will be accompanying the Arbiter. Farewell for now," the translator said, disconnecting the communications before Picard could say anything.

"Captain, should we comply with their demands?" Worf asked.

"This arbiter is coming to discuss the matter, but why?" Riker asked.

"Sir, if I may inquire, if we are dealing with a religious order, perhaps this arbiter is an figure of authority for their faith, rather than their military," Data suggested. Picard thought as he watched a small transport ship approach.

"If a mere question angers a ranked officer, I would rather not see what would happen if we refused their company. Open the hangar Mr. Worf. Counselor Troi, would you accompany me in meeting our guests?" Deanna nodded. "Number One, you have the bridge," Picard said, standing up and starting to leave.


	5. Carnage Filled Origins

The Sangheili transport ship was much larger than any other, nearly filling the entire hangar bay. A door slid open and a ramp came down.

"Can you tell what this arbiter is thinking, Counselor?" Picard asked Deanna.

"Only a great deal of conflict, Captain. He seems to be devoted to his people but wishes to fulfill his role,"

"We will learn more soon enough," Picard said. From the ship, a floating metallic orb hovered into view.

"Greetings, I advise you all to kneel if you wish to avoid insulting the Arbiter," the orb told those in the hangar, all of them dumbfounded by this talking metal ball. "As in, now. Yes, I present to you Arbiter Thuul 'Putumee, holy warrior to the true Order and chosen emissary of the High Prophets!" after the orb finished, who Picard assumed was the translator, loud footsteps echoed from the ship. They came to a sudden halt when a large, armored creature emerged. Its mouth was divided into four parts, each equipped with sharp teeth. The yellow eyes scanned the area, then grumbled.

"The Arbiter comments on the size of your ship," the translator said.

"We are honored that you have come to settle this matter with us, Arbiter." Picard said, standing up. The Arbiter growled, then hesitated, then explained.

"The Arbiter says that he is not accustomed to others rising without permission, but he will allow it since you have no knowledge of our, the Sangheili, way. You must forgive me, I forgot to introduce myself, I am 049 Abject Testament. We spoke earlier,"

"Yes, well this…is an interesting development to say the least. I am Captain Jean-Luc Picard and this is the _Enterprise's_ counselor, Commander Deanna Troi." The Arbiter looked at the two, his eyes scanning for something. He looked away and said something to Abject Testament.

"Arbiter Thuul wishes to speak with you alone, Captain, and in a place less conspicuous." Picard looked to Deanna, who nodded in approval, and replied,

"Then follow us to the conference room,"

*/*/*

Thuul was agitated. When he first came on the ship, called the _Enterprise_ – a foolish name in his opinion – the first thing he noticed was the size. Now, as he walked in the halls, with his back hunched and his head down, Thuul thought that it would have been better to send an Unggoy or Kig-Yar instead.

"Oracle, ask how much longer will I have to move like this. I think my muscles are constricting," Thuul told Abject. After exchanging a few words, Abject translated,

"Just a little longer." Thuul groaned.

*/*/*

When Riker, La Forge, Worf, and Data entered the conference room, none of them expected When the Captain and Deanna returned, no one on the bridge expected what to see. Standing a full nine feet was this fierce looking, armored creature. A metallic orb hovered next to the head of the foreign life form.

"Arbiter Thuul 'Putumee, 049 Abject Testament, allow me to introduce you to the Enterprise's staff: First Officer William Riker, Lieutenant La Forge, Lieutenant Worf, and Commander Data," Picard told the two strangers. The orb, 049 Abject Testament, floated over to Data.

"Intriguing. I have not seen any advanced biomechanical technology that was not designed by my Creators. The one who made you must have had a large intellect; is he still alive?" Abject asked, studying Data.

"Unfortunately, my creator Dr. Soong was killed some time ago. I am equally fascinated by you 049 Abject Testament," Data replied, also studying Abject. Arbiter Thuul spoke in their direction, revealing the split mouth. Abject appeared to sigh and mumbled something about personal desires.

"The Arbiter is ready to answer any questions to the best of his ability,"

"Good, because we have quite a lot," Riker said, taking a seat. The others followed suit, except Thuul, who was too large for any of the chairs. He looked towards Abject and spoke in a brash tone, almost as if he was ashamed.

"The Arbiter is used to standing and asks what you wish to know,"

"Why don't you start at the beginning; tell us how this all started," Picard asked, Abject translating as he went. Thuul took a moment to gather his thoughts, and then began to tell the origins of the war he fights, with Abject translating every word.

"The Holy Order was not always divided; before its creation, the Sangheili was in a gruesome conflict with the San 'Shyuum, or the Prophets. When our ancestors realized that our goals were the same, the Holy Order was formed. The Sangheili acted as the warriors who fought for our faith while the San 'Shyuum were its preachers. Numerous species joined us, but everything changed when the Jiralhanae were assimilated among us. Their strength was near equal to our own, but they were more susceptible to the Prophets' lies and tricks. Changes were made; a position that was solely held by a Sangheili was soon filled with Jiralhanae.

"Many of my people were unhappy with these changes, but none had the courage to speak; those that did were never heard from again. Before I was the Arbiter, I was a Shipmaster, a rank equal to that of your own. Yet, when I spoke against the Prophets and their treachery, it was I who was branded a traitor, a heretic. Stripped of my rank and birthright, I was given the treatment of all heretics before being thrown into the Well of Damnation. I was to die that day; but the one ally that the Sangheili had saved me. The Prophet of Regret named me the Arbiter and declared his brethren and the Jiralhanae usurpers and betrayers of the Old Way. He called forth support for the Sangheili and those that answered became the True Order. Those that supported and followed the Jiralhanae became the False Order. This is what we know as the Great Divide."

"And what of the planet before us? Were the inhabitants part of this civil conflict?" Picard asked.

"No, they were not involved directly. When you appeared, I had assumed you were allies responding to the attack," Abject translated.

"Then why attack the planet in the first place?" Deanna asked, feeling a rising anger as her question was translated. Thuul's body stiffened.

"This is a Holy War where the only way for it to end is with the destruction of the Jiralhanae. We had been tracing a convoy sent by the False Order and found the Jiralhanae forces scattered and hiding in the thick forests of the planet. We engaged the enemy fleet and invaded the planet. Our forces were bombarded and we proceeded to do the same. Eventually, we came to the conclusion that the only way to defeat the Jiralhanae here was to glass the planet."

"Glass?" Data asked, unfamiliar with the term. Abject explained,

"The process of glassing an area is when said area is bombarded heavily with plasma,"

"And just how many planets have been 'glassed' during this war?" Riker asked, fearing the answer. A small pause kept the members of the Enterprise on the edges of their seats.

"I had stopped counting at seven. Many have fallen at the hands of the False Order."

"And what of the True Order? Are they innocent defenders or have they committed mass genocide just as much as their enemy?" Riker pushed on. Deanna sensed the Arbiter's anger growing to its limits, then suddenly replaced with regret and hate; so much hate that Deanna lost her breath for a split-second.

"Yes…we have all done unspeakable things in the name of our Faith. We have caused entire races to die just for ending up in the crossfires. This Holy War has brought the deaths of Sangheili and Jiralhanae alike. I have seen my brothers being shot down by the opposing side as they followed me in battle. I have heard the dying words of those who fell in my stead. I have seen the terror that this war inflicts on those who are not involved. Yet, both forces continue to battle. The fighting will never end until one side has been wiped out completely. For this, we take no prisoners; we leave no one alive." The room fell silent for a short moment.

"Well, seeing how this is a civil conflict, the Federation is forbidden to get involved. We thank you for information and we hope your war will end soon," Picard told the Sangheili. Once Abject finished his translation, Arbiter Thuul stood up and nodded. He began to leave the room when Abject said something, then looked at the senior staff of the Enterprise.

"Sooner or later, the war will reach you and you will have no other option but to take a side,"

"We will do no such thing. Not now, not ever," Picard told the floating orb.

"This war started in a dark corner of this galaxy. It has now spread to an estimated 9,934 planets that orbit stars. An approximate 7,012 of those planets were inhabited and flourished with life. Out of those, only 7 continue to support life. Farewell." Abject told Captain Picard.

"I shall have Lieutenant Worf escort you to the hangar bay." Picard said, watching the two leave.


End file.
